FOUR       TALES        BY       Z   E   L   I   D   E

myself with tears to your judgment, based as it is
on that of the world. If you were to consult but
your own promptings, if you were to condescend
to see and to know me, your verdict might
perhaps be less severe. You would see with what
docility I should repeat to them your lessons,
lessons which I have indeed not followed, but
which were never given to me; and, even sup-
posing that on my lips they should lose part of
their force, you would at least see that my conduct
offered a constant example of virtue. Debased as I
may seem to you, believe me, sir, that no woman,
of whatever rank or whatever condition, ever was
more sheltered than I have been from any licen-
tious sights or speech. Ah, sir' is it Impossible to
you to form even a slightly favourable idea of one
who has attached herself to your son with so
tender a love? I conclude by vowing to you never
to consent to anything which you condemn, even
if your son should entertain the thought; but it is
not possible that he should do so, he will not for
one moment forget the respect he owes you.
Permit me, sir, to share that sentiment at least, and
do not refuse from me its humble and sincere
expression! "

While awaiting my father's reply, all our con-
versation was of CaliSte's parents, her education,
her journeys, indeed, of her whole history. I put
her questions which I had never before asked. I
had sought to spare her recolle&ions which might
be painful to her; she now put an end to my
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